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tale of mystery ? And do not all denimis of mysteries,
disdaining the unimpressive act of going to bed, invariably
' retire for the night' ?)
The morning came. The train was at a standstill in a
thin morning mist, halted at the first of the two cities that
we were to visit. A group approached us; and as it came
nearer, I seemed to recognise a charming smile that I had
seen before. But where was his moustache ? I looked
again. The face was there all right, with the smile duly
centred in its accustomed place; but the upper lip that
usually crowned it was as bare as the plucked brow of a
film actress. It is a little disconcerting to lose moustaches
in the night, I began to feel uneasy. And then I saw it
in a flash : he had disguised himself. That must be it, of
course. By some rare perfection of hospitable ingenuity the
dark moustache which had received us so charmingly a
week ago at Buenos Aires was now to be an entirely different
person and receive us with clean-shaven grace as the
University of C6rdoba. To-morrow, doubtless, he would
grow a beard and bow us into our third port of call in the
character of a fraternal delegate from the University of
Rosario. It was a scheme of blinding brilliance ; and as
a "beard would rather suit him, I looked forward to
to-morrow.
But the bright edifice collapsed For he seemed slightly
embarrassed when I addressed him by a new name and
asked him questions about life at C6rcloba, Indeed, he
obstinately refused to be another person and denied com-
pletely that he proposed to spend the next night in intensive
agriculture with a view to the production of a beard for
Rosario, Preferring commonplace, he said the moving
train had caused his razor to desert its office and remove
one side of his moustache. That gone, the rest was plainly
bound to follow. Would Miss D——y S-	s ever have
thought of that ? But I call everyone to witness that my
clues are all in order, I said it was a moving train and a
blunt instrument,

